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trained himself to feel in that way about everything, and to smile
gently and to intimate it quietly, with a sort of conspicuous un-
obtrusiveness. He knew that the one thing forbidden to an
American was to be naive. An American to hold his own must
not rest under that suspicion. He must never be naive, never
surprised, never earnest. Only by the most inflexible tortuosity,
by the most persistent evasiveness, by an exquisite refinement
sustained with iron resolution, and a cynicism that never fails to
be essential, can he hope to establish his inaccessible remoteness
from either Log Cabin or White House; and maintain his self-
respect among the sophistication of Europe.
So Mr. Plantagenet-Buchan played the part of a not^Joo
urgently needed prompter to Mr. Sempack, helped hirp/out
discreetly, and ticked off his points as he                              |ij
of one fully prepared for everything that caiM1!
The ground effect of Mr. Sempack upon
effects were built, was his large and unchallengeable intimation
of the transitory and provisional nature of the institutions and
customs and usages, the forms and appliances and resources
amidst which he and his interlocutors were living. He not only
had the quality of not really belonging to them himself and of
reaching back before they existed and forward to when they
would have gone, but he imposed the same quality of relative
permanence upon the thoughts of his hearers. He had the quality
less of being ephemeral than of sitting with his hearers and watch-
ing everything else go by.
The human mind discovered itself relatively immortal amidst
evanescent things. This beautiful house became like a tent that
would presently be folded up and taken away and the celebrated
gardens like a great bouquet of flowers that had been brought
from the ends of the earth, just to be looked at and to delight for
a little while and then to die and be dispersed. The house was
built about a Saracenic watch-tower for its core; wherever its
foundations had extended buried fragments of polished marble
and busts and broken provincial statuary had recalled its Roman
predecessor; but at the touch of Sempack these marble gods and
emperors became no more than the litter of the last tenant, his
torn photographs and out-of-date receipts. The Via Aurelia ran
deeply through the grounds between high walls, and someone
had set up, at a bridge where the gardens crossed this historical
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